THE   REBEL

and his affairs. Their attitude was that of the
man who manages to be away from home when
there is slaughtering to be done, but on his return
looks approvingly at the neatly cut up meat.

Juha shivered in body and soul when he arrived
at his prison quarters. He tried to assure himself
that he would be shot already that night; he
was constantly imagining what the impact of the
bullet would be like. Meanwhile his lips babbled
an incoherent prayer and he had no attention left
for his surroundings. The room was so tightly
packed that it was impossible for all of them to
lie down. A constant coughing and spitting
came from every side. As the hours wore on the
expectation of death became intenser. Many
prayed that God would take their lives before their
fellow-men could do so. The young hooligans
looked ludicrous now that gravity sat uninvited
on their animal-like features. One of them tried
to engage the guard in conversation,

" You won't all be killed/5 remarked the guard
with a careless smile.

The night wore on, and still nobody was taken
out to be shot. Towards morning first one and
then another fell into a doze, and soon only
sleepy murmurs, coughs, and an occasional
" Lord God, Heavenly Father" were heard.
Some snored: a young hooligan can sleep soundly
even in those conditions.

After dawn several new prisoners were brought